78	BEYOND HORIZONS
winters in the valleys o£ the Flathead country and provide abundant
grazing on the hills. Consequently these buffalo never left that
sanctuary and by 1907 numbered several hundred head.
When it became certain that year that the Flathead Reservation
was to be opened for homesteading, the Canadian government,
mindful of the ancestry of this herd, bought it from Pablo to
repatriate the buffalo in the preserve in north-western Alberta. Ex-
pert cowmen then conducted a great round-up which lasted four
years and resulted in the shipment of seven hundred head by rail
to Edmonton. By the end of 1911 the round-up was regarded as
complete. Only a few unconquerables were left in the Flathead
country, and these—wise old bulls, principally—had taken to the
high wooded fastnesses of the Bitter Roots and could be captured
alive only at the greatest difficulty and expense,
Almost unbelievable romances of the wild occurred during this
round-up. Cattle cars were too flimsy to hold the mighty animals,
if they stampeded. A bull buffalo could go through the heavy slats
of a freight-car as though they were paper. When obstreperous
bulls were shipped in stout cages, they died of heart-break. Near
Edmonton two old bulls broke out of a cattle-car and actually
made their way down to Great Falls, Mont., a distance of twelve
hundred miles. There they destroyed a farmer's wheat crop, and
one was shot for his sins. The other, with perfect instinct, turned
west to reach the country he called home. He managed to avoid
towns, railroads, dogs and hunters, and rejoined his outlawed
brethren in the Bitter Root hills.
It was my luck to see part of the round-up, during which time I
made the acquaintance of the Canadian commissioner of parks.
To shoot buffalo in Montana was forbidden by law, but these
renegades held the status of private property, being owned by
Canada. From the Canadian commissioner I obtained written per-
mission to hunt them; and, armed with this authority, I made my
way down to Kalispell and to the house of Michael Pablo at Ronan,
where I was received with true Mexican hospitality.
No need to tell here of the fruitless days and weeks I spent
looking for buffalo. I went up the Camas Valley once with a half-
breed guide and again with one of the men who had taken part in
the round-up. Winter was setting in. Once, caught by a blizzard

